A visit to I am sure will appreciate the advice you give him from time Rapallo to time. I hope to meet you again in 19] 5, The Rhodes Trustees have so kindly offered me through Lord Lothian the Rhodes lectureship, I shall have to deliver three or more lectures to the Oxford University. I was asked to come in April 1934; but it was not possible to do so for reasons which I wrote to Lord Lothian.5
Unfortunately, illness prevented Sir Muhamcd Tc[bal from delivering the lectures. Hindu thought is 10 some extent familiar, but few know anything of Muslim philosophy, iqbul sent me a collection of his lectures on the subject, and 1 the more regretted that Oxford could not have the opportunity of doing honour to this eminent Indian thinker and poet,
During the winter early in 1926,1 went with my daughter to Rapallo, for sun and warmth, and to be near Max and Florence Beerbohm. Up the steps of their villino I was carried each afternoon on to Max's roof terrace, when we gossiped and jested until laughter would overwhelm me each time. So painful was the effect of laughter, 1 would hesitate to start out; but Max was irresistible, and I missed no afternoon. Austen Chamberlain and his family were staying at our hotel, the Bristol; he, too, was recovering from illness, and we would lie out, side by side, in the garden of the hotel, chatting, reading, looking out on to the sea. Chamberlain, discussing books, confessed he had never been able to get through Tolstoi's War and Peace. Strange, 1 thought, for a Foreign Secretary. While Chamberlain was at the Bristol Hotel, Mussolini, being in the neighbourhood, came to pay him a visit. His car was driven from the station through the narrow Rapallo streets at breakneck speed. He was concerned that Austen Chamberlain had no detective attending him, and could not understand his polite refusal of one.
Staying at the hotel, too, was a young man, Adrian Stokes, with a blonde head chockful of ideas, very abstract ideas, I thought, and nearby in a villa above the hotel were our old friends the Hauptmanns. A villa in Italy. What sublimer pleasure for a German! And to all the good things of Italy,

